4       THE   SOUL   OF   AN
Three high Byzantine towers were still standing at the time this story begins; two of them still rise, like silent sentinels of past ages, above what is the oldest Christian church in the town. The third once lifted its head as a clock tower above the Great Gate. The citadel, however, goes back farther than the Saracens, to the time when Roma was mistress of the pporld.
An interesting legend is recounted to this day by the inhabitants of Molfetta, which throws some light on the age of the ancient village. When Hannibal was ravaging this part of Italia Antica, so the story goes, the populace became greatly alarmed and fearing an attack, were driven into a state of panic. The Roman centurion in command of Molfetta, to calm their fears, called the people together one day in the public square to address them. There was in the little town a very large man, a veritable giant; with him the centurion had arranged to carry out a scheme to restore their courage. As the people assembled, the giant came with them. The centurion made his speech, in the course of which he said:
"Citizens of Molfetta, have no fear of the enemy; we are strong enough to defeat him; in fact there is one man in this very assembly who alone can put the enemy to flight.5'
Just then he beckoned to the giant, who came forward. "This is the man,'* said the centurion, pointing* to him.
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